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thousand miles of land and sea, we were suddenly
transported to the spacious Elizabethan age ; a
pageant of the great queen's court was here enacted
in the heart of India, in the capital whose very name
was unknown to Tudor England. For England also
has an historic past, and inculcates it, as a timely
lesson in world-history, to the maharajas who now,
at the instance of the trumpets, rose to their gold-
shod feet.
Now the heralds performed a series of ritual ges-
tures, like the figures of an old-time dance. One of
them stepped forward and in a voice resonant as a
bugle-can announced :
" His Excellency the Viceroy."
Taking two steps back, he faced his colleague. A
half-turn two paces to the rear, and the trumpets
which had been mouth-to-mouth swung apart like
the leaves of a double door. Into the opening of
the bay thus cleared for the viceregal progress four
officers advanced towards the throne, followed by
four aides-de-camp, two by two, to the slow
strains of the national anthem. I was reminded
of a scene of pageantry hi a Wagnerian opera.
At last Lord and Lady Willingdon made their
entrance.
There was a large assemblage, but so vast were
the reception-rooms and so numerous, that the
company seemed relatively small in number. The
Englishwomen, for the most part wives of officers
living on their pay, added nothing to the general
effect; but the magnificence of the men's uniforms,
the sheen of golden veils and silken tunics, gener-
ously redeemed the parsimony of the English
ladies' costumes. The princes wore few jewels;
it was no longer the fashion to display at the
Viceroy's Ball the wealth of diamonds with which